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Activities  greet  students  next 


By  VICKI  PARKES 

Let’s  face  it  -  Christmas  break 
will  soon  be  a  thing  of  the  past? 
You’ll  be  back  once  again  to 
press  your  nose  against  the 
grindstone  for  one  more  term.  All 
that  you’ll  have  to  look  forward  to 
is  March  -  Outfly  and  Easter 
vacation. 

But  what  about  January  and 
February?  Do  you  think  you’ll  go 
crazy  with  boredom?  Not  a 
chance,  according  to  Ken 
BerryhiU,  director  of  student 
activities. 

“We  really  have  quite  a  few 
things  planned  for  January  and 
February,’’  said  BerryhiU. 

First  on  the  Ust  of  activities  is 
the  Film  Series.  Films  for 
January  will  be  “Harry  and 
Walter  Go  to  New  York,” 


“Sunshine  Boys”  and  “Family 
Plot.”  Films  for  February  in¬ 
clude  “Mahogany”  and 
“Hustle.” 

BerryhiUl  said  he  is  uncertain 
of  where  the  showing  of  the  first 
two  films  in  January  wUl  be,  due 
to  construction  work  in  Neumann 
Auditorium  during  this  time. 

The  Social  Activities  Com¬ 
mittee  has  also  scheduled  two 
dances  during  the  first  part  of 
Winter  Term. 

The  first  dance  wiU  be  held 
Saturday,  Jan.  14.  Music  wiU  be 
provided  by  Locust. 

A  Valentines  Day  dinner-dance 
is  planned  for  Tuesday,  Feb.  14. 
This  will  be  simUar  to  the  dance 
held  last  year,  with  a  dinner 
served  in  the  Castle  Room  and 
the  dance  held  afterwards. 


NightfUght  will  be  back  to 
provide  music  for  the  evening. 

To  date,  there  is  only  one 
concert  scheduled  during 
January  and  February.  Jeff 
Harrin^on  wiU  appear  in  concert 
Tuesday,  Jan.  17. 

Harrington,  a  male  vocalist 
and  guitarist,  has  just  released 
an  album  called  “Smilin’  Again,” 
which  is  doing  well,  according  to 
BerryhiU. 

Another  group  under  con¬ 
sideration  for  a  concert  ap¬ 
pearance  is  Sha  Na  Na.  The 
committee  is  shooting  for  a  F eb. 
25  concert  date. 

BerryhiU  noted  that  the 
committee  is  also  considering 
other  groups  for  concerts  which 
will  be  made  pubUc  as  soon  as 
final  plans  are  set. 

“We’d  like  to  have  about  two 


concerts  in  January,  one  or  two  in 
February,  and  as  soon  as 
basketbaU  is  over  in  March,  we’d 
Uke  to  schedule  one  in  the  gym,” 
said  BerryhiU. 

Apart  from  social  activities, 
the  Artist  Series  wiU  present  its 
final  three  programs  during  the 
Winter  Term. 

Appearing  Tuesday,  Jan.  25, 
wiU  be  noted  clarinetist  David 
Shifrin.  This  performance, 
originaUy  scheduled  for  Jan.  30, 
has  been  changed  to  aUow  Shifrin 
an  opportunity  to  appear  with  the 
Berlin  Radio  Orchestra  as  a 
result  of  winning  top  prize  at  the 
International  Music  Competition 
in  Germany  this  faU. 

Because  of  this  inconvenience, 
Shifrin  has  agreed  to  visit 
Waverly  both  Jan.  24  and  25  to 
conduct  an  extensive  clarinet 


term 

workshop  in  addition  to  his  Artist 
Series  performance. 

A  concert  by  the  Waverly 
Consort  is  scheduled  for  Monday, 
Feb.  27.  This  ensemble  consists  of 
nine  musicians  who  sing  and  play 
a  variety  of  Medieval, 
Renaissance  and  Baroque  music 
in  a  unique  and  original  style. 

To  conclude  the  1977-78  Artist 
Series,  the  Jose  MoUna  BaUes 
Espanoles  Dance  Company  wiU 
perform  on  Monday,  March  20. 
Jose  MoUna,  leader  of  the 
Spanish  group,  has  been 
described  by  the  New  York 
Times  as  a  splendid  dancer  who 
combines  a  rigorous  and  strong 
beat  with  gracefuUy  expressive 
arm  movements. 

AU  programs  are  held  in 
:Neumann  Auditorium  beginning 
^atSn.m. 


Snow,  snow  everywhere 

Picturesque  winter  scenes,  such  as  this  one  cap¬ 
tured  by  Trumpet  photographer  Sue  Loos, 
highlight  the  pages  of  the  Christmas  Edition  of  the 
Tnimpet,  along  with  special  features  whicli  cap¬ 
ture  Wartburg’s  personalities. 

The  Keep,  the  fall  edition  of  Wartburg’s  literary 
magazine,  is  a  special  insert  in  this  week’s 
magazine.  The  lives  of  students  are  reflected  in  this 
poetry,  prose  and  photography. 


BORED? 

Try  playing 
in  the  snow 


By  BRAD  ZELINSKY 

The  snow  is  landing,  the  trees  are  bare. 
The  squirrels  on  campus  are  saving  nuts 
for  the  long  cold  winter  ahead. 

Is  this  the  ideal  time  to  be  outdoors?  You 
bet. 

During  the  winter,  so  many  people  Uke 
to  get  outside  because  they  feel  they’ve 
been  cooped  up  in  the  house  or  in  the  office. 
The  snow  causes  many  opportunities  to 
work  or  play  in  the  snow  or  out  on  the  ice. 
If  you  feel  ambitious  and  would  like  to 
work  off  some  steam  why  not  flee  the 
house  to  shovel  the  walk  or  driveway? 

ShoveUng  isn’t  the  only  way  to  enjoy 
being  outside,  there  are  many  others, 
including  skiing,  skating  on  the  river, 
snowmobiUng  and  ice  hockey. 

SnowmobUing  is  most  recent  trend  of 
winter  recreation  around  this  area.  During 
the  mid-60’s,  the  thrill  of  snovraiobiling 
came  to  the  midwest  and  since  then  has 
brought  much  enjoyment  to  the  hearts  of 
thousands  of  lowans. 

Although  originaUy  the  machines  were 
thought  of  as  recreation  equipment,  they 
now  have  received  the  label  of  working 
machines.  Many  of  the  snowmobUers  are 
farmers  who  use  them  when  snow  or  ice 
makes  it  impossible  to  drive  other  means 
of  transportation. 

The  use  of  snowmobiles  as  a 
recreational  vehicle  is  stiU  common.  This 
is  proven  through  the  number  of  clubs 
involved  in  snowmobiUng.  There  is  a  local 
club,  and  Waverly’s  recreation  supervisor, 
Steve  Herzog,  said, “If  you’d  be  interested 


just  get  in  touch  with  someone  at  the  Parks 
and  Recreation  Department,  and  we’U  try 
to  help.” 

Many  of  the  traditional  winter  sports  are 
abundant  around  the  area  too. 

Ice  skating  is  being  introduced  to  the 
Waverly  area  by  the  Parks  and  Recreation 
Department.  There  are  two  programs  in 
the  process  of  organization.  Rinks  are 
being  developed  on  the  fairgrounds,  and 
Herzog  hopes  to  have  them  operating  as 
soon  as  the  weather  cooperates. 

Skiing  enthusiasts  can  enjoy  the 
faciUties  of  Ski  ViUa  located  on  the  218 
detour.  Although  it  is  a  small  park.  Ski 
ViUa  offers  a  lot  of  ski  fun.  Campus  ski 
freaks  can  enjoy  the  excitement  of  skiing 
in  a  local  setting,  which  makes  skiing  with 
a  friend  possible. 

“Ski  ViUa  has  been  in  the  Waverly  area 
for  quite  a  time,”  said  Herzog,  “and  they 
have  very  good  faciUties  for  a  town  this 
size.” 

Ice  fishing  is  a  sport  for  people  of  any 
age.  It  aUows  for  excitement,  a  lot  of  time 
and  friends. 

Herzog  said  that  the  Cedar  River  con¬ 
tains  spots  of  ice,  but  it’s  questionable  as  to 
whether  the  ice  is  thick  enough  to  support 
any  weight.  The  fish  caught  in  the  river 
range  from  catfish  to  bluegiU,  but  any 
river  fish  can  be  caught  with  the  right 
technique. 

There  are  many  winter  sports  that  can 
be  held  around  campus.  Their  names  are 
different,  snow  baU  fighting,  snow  footbaU 
and  broom  baU,  but  they  aU  mean  the 
same  thing-fun! 
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Looking  at 
Christmas’  past 

By  LAURIE  KRISTIANSEN 

Sprigs  of  holly  dangling  from  open  doorways  and  pine  trees 
bedecked  in  the  latest  holiday  outfits.  Sounds  of  laughter  and 
gay  music  beckon  to  the  listener.  This  description  sounds 
familiar  to  the  modern-day  reader,  but  such  was  the 
Christmas  scene  in  Iowa  just  a  century  ago. 

Dances  and  balls  were  frequently  given  on  Christmas 
night,  and  many  folks  could  be  found  attending.  At  one  dance 
in  1857,  the  guests  danced  until  midnight,  and  then  the  land¬ 
lord  called  them  to  supper,  which  consisted  of  deer,  elk, 
buffalo  meat,  com  bread,  fried  cakes  and  pumpkin  pie.  The 
guests  then  danced  until  morning.  The  total  bill  for  that  night 
of  fun  was  $1  per  couple. 

As  we  all  know,  many  times  pleasure  can  get  in  the  way  of 
business.  On  Dec.  27,  1851,  the  editor  of  the  “Western 
American”  at  Keosauqua  apologized,  saying,  “Balls,  par¬ 
ties,  etc.  have  so  occupied  the  attention  of  the  good  looking 
printers  in  our  office  as  to  render  it  impossible  for  us  to 
publish  a  paper  next  week.  When  they  get  their  frolic  out,  we 
shall  resume  the  even  tenor  of  our  way .  ” 

For  many,  a  Christmas  celebration  wasn’t  complete 
without  a  toast  or  two,  or  three,  or  four.  In  Appanoose  County 
a  party  of  boys  drank  themselves  into  oblivion  on  Christmas 
Day.  During  the  night  they  slept  on  buffalo  robes  and  deer 
skins  placed  on  the  muddy  tavern  floor.  The  weather  turned 
cold  and  the  following  morning  each  reveler  was  snugly 
frozen  to  the  ground  and  had  to  be  thawed  out  before  return¬ 
ing  to  his  home. 

How  many  of  us  haven’t  wrestled  with  the  problem  of  gift 
shopping  for  our  loved  ones  on  Christmas?  Gifts  that  were 
popular  in  1851  included  the  works  of  famous  poets  in  fancy 
bindings,  writing  desks,  work  boxes,  portfolios,  card  cases 
and  dressing  cases. 

Children  would  be  delighted  with  such  India  rubber  toys  as 
balls,  rattles,  animals  and  dolls’  heads.  Games  included 
backgammon  boards,  dominoes  and  dissecting  pictures 
(jigsaw  puzzles). 

Young  ladies  might  surprise  their  beaus  with  a  flute,  fife, 
accordian  or  violin,  if  they  had  musical  tastes.  Young  men 
purchased  gold  pins,  finger  rings,  silver  thimbles,  bouquet 
holders  and  perfume  boxes  for  their  lady  friends. 

Busy  shoppers  that  came  from  out  of  town  were  often 
served  a  lunch  by  the  local  churches.  Farmers  shopping  in 
Fort  Dodge  were  invited  to  enjoy  the  fine  New  England 
dinner  at  Fessler’s  Opera  House  given  by  the  congregational 
ladies.  A  charge  of  25  cents  per  plate  was  made  for  a  repast 
including  roast  turkey,  chicken  pie,  boiled  ham,  baked  beans, 
brown  bread,  pumpkin  pie,  mince  pie,  apple  pie  and  coffee. 

Anyone  concerned  with  the  growing  commercialism  of  the 
Christmas  season  may  be  interested  in  knowing  that  100 
years  ago,  newspaper  editors  frequently  commented  on  the 
importance  of  Christmas.  They  stressed  that  not  only  was  it  a 
season  of  rest  from  the  ordinary  cares  of  the  world  and 
commercial  activity,  but  also  a  time  of  social  and  religious 
significance. 


Photos 
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It’s  in  the  air 


There’s  more  to  it  than  all  the  cold  weather  and 
finals.  It’s  the  decorating  of  Christmas  trees.  It’s 
Christmas  parties,  complete  with  cookies,  punch 
and  singing  carols.  The  warm  feelings,  fond 
memories  of  years  past  and  anticipation  of  those  to 
come,  all  signal  that  Christmas  has  once  again 
come  to  Wartburg. 

Last  night,  a  blizzard  came  to  northeast  Iowa,  and 
today,  classes  were  canceled.  The  weather  is  not 
expected  to  improve,  but  no  matter.  Count  on 
Wartburg  students  to  make  the  best  of  a  bad 
situation. 

In  spite  of  the  weather,  many  students  made  the 
trek  to  breakfast  this  morning.  Watching  them,  one 
got  the  feeling  that  they  were  there  not  so  much  for 
the  food  as  much  as  to  enjoy  each  others’  company. 

It’s  true  all  the  time,  but  maybe  especially  so  at 
Christmas-it  feels  good  to  be  a  part  of  Wartburg 
College. 


Christmas  wishes  and  memories 


By  KRIS  HANSEN 

It’s  that  time  of  the  year  again  when  everyone’s  got  to  start 
thinking  up  a  Christmas  list.  It’s  no  major  problemfor  me.  In 
fact,  there  are  million  Uttle  things  I’d  just  love  to  find  under 
the  oT  Christmas  tree.  A  Lancia  Scorpion,  m  baby  blue  of 
course,  or  maybe  a  Russian  Wolf  Hound  puppy  .  Then  of 
course,  there  are  those  fantastic  things  that  come  in  small 
packages.  Like  a  gift  certificate  good  for  a  summer’s  travel 
in  Europe  or  maybe  a  stock  certificate  for  1,000  shares  ui  an 
Arabian  oil  well.  I  always  did  believe  good  things  come  in 
small  packages. 

But  I  have  to  be  realistic.  My  sister  gets  to  go  to  Europe  for 
the  summer  and  I  get  to  attempt  to  pay  off  bank  loans. 
Scratch  Europe. 

Our  house  isn’t  quite  big  enough  to  fit  the  Italian  sports  car 
or  the  puppy  in  the  living  room.  Scratch  them,  too. 

Hey,  Dad.  There’s  still  the  stock  certificate. 

Hey,  Dad.  Those  seem  to  be  the  words  my  poor  father 
hears  from  Labor  Day  ’til  Christmas  Eve. 

My  Dad,  having  been  a  dad  for  21  years  now,  is  pretty  good 
at  putting  up  with  our  imaginative  requests. 

My  not-so-little  sister  asked  for  a  baby  brother  when  she 
was  seven.  Needless  to  say,  she  didn’t  get  it.  The  next  year  I 
asked  to  be  an  only  child.  That  didn’t  work  out  either. 

I  asked  for  a  piano  one  year,  and  I  got  it.  A  hug  and  a  smile 
works  wonders,  not  to  mention  a  temper  tantrum.  Andrea  got 
a  toy  truck  that  year. 


Ten  years  later  I  asked  for  a  car.  My  ingenious  Dad  gave 
me  a  Playskool  Volkswagen.  I  now  use  it  to  play  bumper  cars 
with  my  guinea  pig. 

Last  Christmas  I  asked  for  a  new  bike.  I  got  it  only  after  I 
agreed  to  ride  it  across  Iowa.  Sacrifices! 

My  sister,  Andrea,  wanted  a  set  of  Hot  Wheels  when  she 
was  10.  She,  of  course,  got  them.  My  Dad  and  uncles 
thoroughly  enjoyed  turning  our  house  into  a  race  course. 
Andrea  had  to  watch  “to  make  sure  she  knew  how  to  play 
with  them.”  She’s  still  watching  and  she’s  16. 

There  are  times,  though,  that  Dad  forgets  his  little  girls  are 
almost  full  grown,  like  two  years  ago  when  we  were 
barraged  with  dolls  and  stuffed  animals.  Poor  Dad,  he 
forgets  now  and  then. 

But  then  that  was  the  year  I  asked  for  a  new  sled.  Maybe  he 
figured  I  forgot  and  decided  to  play  along.  He  wasn’t  totally 
off  base ;  I  got  a  stereo  also. 

Coming  up  with  a  Christmas  list  this  year  is  going  to  be  a 
little  harder. 

I’ve  already  received  the  best  Christmas  present  of  all.  A 
very  special  person  I  know  who’s  been  ill  for  a  long  time  is 
on  a  beautifiU  road  to  recovery.  It’s  nice  to  have  you  home 
again.  Mom. 

But  Hey,  Dad!  I  saw  this  ad  for  a  1956  Bentley.  It  s  only 
$9,000.  Whadaya  think.  Dad?  Huh,  Dad?  Please,  Dad! 
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-  Editorial 

Finals  don’t  dampen  holiday  cheer 


It  was  about  two  hours  ago  that  this  started  out  to 
be  an  editorial  denouncing  the  fact  that  finals  are 
held  just  before  students  go  home  for  Christmas 
break.  What  kind  of  pressure  is  that  to  put  on 
students,  especially  when  they  are  also  expected  to 
display  good  Christmas  cheer? 

Later  on,  after  talking  with  several  students  and 
others  close  to  me,  the  realization  came  that  maybe 
finals  at  this  time  of  year  aren’t  such  a  bad  idea 
after  all.  Sure,  students  gripe  about  it  (great 
column  this  week.  Norm),  but  would  they  have  it 
any  other  way? 

Options  available  aren’t  that  appealing.  One  such 
alternative  would  be  that  of  putting  off  finals  until 
students  return  from  vacation.  It  doesn’t  take  a 
genius  to  figure  out  that  few  students  want  to  spend 
their  break,  including  New  Year’s  Eve,  with  their 
heads  buried  in  a  book. 

Very  few. 

Even  less  appealing  might  be  the  second  alter¬ 
native,  that  of  taking  finals  a  couple  of  weeks  before 


Christmas  break  and  then  getting  started  on  a  new 
term  before  going  home.  The  grind  would  be  awful, 
and  as  one  student  put  it,  “I  really  don’t  want  to 
have  a  bunch  of  homework  staring  me  in  the  face 
while  I’m  supposed  to  be  on  vacation.” 

Maybe  things  are  best  left  alone,  then,  concerning 
finals  at  this  time  of  the  year.  Get  the  dam  things 
over  with,  go  home,  enjoy  the  vacation  and  come 
back  rested,  if  not  ready,  for  the  long  winter  term. 

Yet  things  can’t,  or  shouldn’t  be  left  alone  con¬ 
cerning  the  finals  schedule  at  the  end  of  Winter 
Term.  Remember  last  year?  Students  were  told 
that  if  they  wanted  to  spend  Easter  with  their 
families,  fine,  take  a  day  off,  but  be  back  in  two 
days  for  finals.  Four  days  later  (they  were  told  to 
pack  up  and  get  out  again  for  Tour  Week.  Ever  feel 
like  a  yo-yo? 

Although  the  schedule  for  finals  this  Winter  Term 
isn’t  nearly  as  bad  this  year  as  last,  nothing  has 
been  done  to  take  care  of  the  problem  should  the 
calendar  fall  into  such  a  pattern  in  future  years. 


Not  only  that,  but  the  problem  of  when  to  report  to 
school  this  year  remained  a  mystery  to  just  about 
everyone  right  up  until  they  got  here.  Who  ever 
heard  of  starting  classes  on  a  Thursday?  Those  who 
reported  early  were  also  socked  with  a  $3.50  a  night 
rental  charge.  Granted,  those  rates  are  better  than 
the  Red  Fox,  but  then,  we  don’t  have  a  color  TV  in 
each  room  or  a  swimming  pool  either. 

Getting  the  calendar  straightened  out  may  be  low 
on  the  list  of  Wartburg’s  future  priorities,  but 
something  really  should  be  done.  There’s  no  use 
starting  off  each  term  not  knowing  what  day  it  is. 

Even  though  these  problems  are  a  source  of 
irritation,  it  doesn’t  seem  to  have  dampened  the 
Christmas  cheer  around  here.  I’d  like  to  take  this 
opportunity  to  wish  everyone  at  Wartburg  a  “Merry 
Christmas”  from  the  Trumpet  staff.  We  appreciate 
the  support  and  the  response  we’ve  received  from 
our  readers  over  the  Fall  Term. 

Live  it  up  over  break,  but  make  it  a  safe  and 
happy  holiday  season. 


Few  spoil  fun 

To  the  Editor: 

Each  year,  quite  a  lot  of  time 
and  money  is  spent  in  decorating 
the  Student  Union  for  Christmas. 
This  is  done  for  the  entire  campus 
to  enjoy,  yet  primarily  with  the 
students  in  mind,  hoping  to  give 
them  a  feeling  of  the  holiday 
season  upon  their  return  from 
Thanksgiving  break. 

Most  students  do  appreciate 
the  effort  (granted,  some  don’t 
even  notice),  but  there  always 
seems  to  be  a  few  who  delight  the 
most  in  confiscating  that  which 
they  can  get  their  hands  on 
without  getting  caught.  This  year 
someone  ripped  off  three  sets  of 
lights  from  fte  Christmas  tree  in 
Ruhr  Lounge,  along  with  a  table 
arrangement. 


For  a  “college”  union  to  have 
to  resort  to  either  no  decorations 
at  Christmas  or  only  sparse  ones 
placed  “out  of  reach”  seems 
rather  juvenile  to  me  -  but  it 
might  be  necessary.  As  always,  a 
majority  of  people  will  suffer  for 
the  deplorable  actions  of  a  few. 

If  anyone  knows  who  the  guilty 
party  is,  please  contact  the 
Student  Union  Director’s  office 
immediately. 

-Julie  Hardman 
Secretary  -  Student  Union 

Be  good  sports 

To  the  Editor: 

We  strongly  support  athletics 
at  Wartburg  College.  We  feel 
athletics  bring  out  many 
favorable  aspects  such  as 


leadership,  togetherness,  and 
perseverance.  These  aspects  can 
be  worthwhile  to  the  college  as  a 
whole. 

However,  we,  as  spectators, 
cheapen  the  true  meaning  of 
athletics  by  having  poor  sport¬ 
smanship.  Name  calling  and 
singling  out  one  opposing  team 
member  to  harass,  even  if  done 
only  by  a  few,  degrades  many 
people’s  opinion  of  Wartburg. 

School  spirit  and  crowd  en¬ 
thusiasm  are  desirable,  but  only 
if  we  can  have  enthusiasm  within 
proper  boundaries.  Everyone 
should  realize  the  other  team  is 
our  opposition  only,  not 
necessarily  our  enemy.  We  need 
to  remember  not  to  ridicule 
someone  simply  because  they’re 
from  the  “other”  side. 


Athletics  are  an  important  part 
of  the  college  life  but,  for  us,  they 
could  be  more  enjoyable  if  cer¬ 
tain  spectators  would  behave  in  a 
more  sportsmanlike  manner. 


A  game  winning  technical  foul 
can  be  called  against  a  team  for 
their  unsportsmanlike  spec¬ 
tators. 

-Tammy  Vogel 
Cheryl  Nuehring 


Wartburg  Trumpet 
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Christmas  spirit,  generosity  abound 


From  the 
Bottom 
Looking  Up 


By  NORM  SINGLETON 

Boy,  gee,  there  is  nothing  more  fun  than 
Xmastime  at  Wartburg.  It  seems  that 
everybody  just  goes  aU  out  to  ensure  that 
students,  faculty  and  staff  just  have  a 
riproaring  good  time. 

At  least  that  sounds  good. 

Professors,  filled  with  Christmas  cheer, 
remember  their  pupils  this  time  of  the 
year  by  trying  to  cram  all  the  information 
into  them  that  they  were  unable  to  do  aU 
term.  Students  reciprocate  by  refusing  to 
learn  as  they  have  all  term,  but  with  less 
good  grace.  Insurrection  ferments  along 
with  such  comments  as  “Get  rid  of  the 
prof,  he’s  a  jackass.” 

As  if  class  itself  were  not  bad  enough, 
getting  there  is  somewhat  less  than  half 
the  fun.  Blistering  winds  scoot  unfortunate 
students  along  sidewalks  serviced  daily  by 
the  ice-polisher,  with  many  ending  in 
mammoth  drifts,  waiting  hopelessly  for 
the  appearance  of  a  keg-bearing  Saint 
Bernard. 

Everyone  gets  at  least  one  present  from 
his  professors,  thoughtfully  packaged  in 
the  form  of  finals.  It  warms  the  cockles  of 
one’s  heart  to  see  the  joy  on  the  face  of  the 
prof  you’ve  been  giving  poop  all  term  as  he 
finally  gets  even. 

Then  you  wish  to  have  the  class 
evaluation  form  back  for  just  one  minute. 

The  caf  gets  into  the  Christmas  spirit 
too,  by  throwing  one  culinary  bash  where 
students  are  treated  to  the  “finest”  the  caf 
has  to  offer.  After  that,  the  food  is  just  like 
that  of  post-Christmas  at  home. 

We  get  leftovers  and  the  refrigerator 
gets  cleaned  out. 

Then  there’s  the  official  Christmas  at 
Wartburg,  where  one  and  all  gather  for 


warmth  and  fellowship.  Everyone,  that  is, 
except  most  of  the  students,  who  get 
kicked  out  of  the  caf  for  a  night,  while  a 
select  few  chow  on  exotic  delicacies. 

Why  am  I  complaining?  I  guess  I  got  the 
better  end  of  the  deal. 

Anyway,  Christmas  at  Wartburg  is 
something  that  makes  you  appreciate  the 
fact  that  it  only  comes  once  a  year.  And  I 
doubt  that  anyone  wonders  why  nobody 
spends  Christmas  at  Wartburg. 


Well,  I  guess  there’s  no  escaping  the  fact 
that  it  is  Christmas  time.  Hell,  the  last  guy 
I  know  that  tried  it  was  a  feller  named 
Ebenezer  Scrog,  who  lived  down  the  street 
from  me  in  Conesville,  01’  Eb  walked 
around  Barney’s  Tap  this  time  of  year, 
scowling  and  saying  “Bah,  horse- 
feathers,”  and  refusing  to  sing  hymns 
with  the  rest  of  the  patrons.  Christmas 
Eve,  Eb  was  nursing  a  bottle  of  Christmas 
spirits  when  a  few  more  of  them  dropped 
by  to  yell  at  him  for  being  such  a  hard  core 
and  drank  all  his  Wild  Turkey. 

Eb  was  never  the  same.  He  went  broke 
the  next  day  buying  rounds  and  yelling 
“Season’s  Greetings”  and  finally  bit  the 
dust  on  Skid  Row  in  Lone  Tree. 

I’d  hate  to  have  that  happen  to  me,  so 
I’ve  been  doing  the  usual  fun  stuff; 
clogging  the  mailroom  with  Xmas  cards, 
singing  “Jingle  Bells”  on  the  way  back 
from  the  bar,  where  I  have  been  fulfilling 
another  honorable  function  of  the  season, 
and  last  but  not  least,  making  out  my 
Christmas  list,  filled  with  appropriate 
presents  for  deserving  persons. 

For  Joe’s  Knighthawk,  I’m  going  to 
purchase  a  long-playing  album  of 


Christmas  tunes  as  performed  by  Stevie 
Wonder  to  play  at  his  next  disco  night. 

President  Jellema  gets  an  album  too,  in 
recognition  of  his  freiendliness  to  students. 
The  rare  album  I  hope  to  find  for  him  is 
entitled  “R.  P.  Flessner  Performs  His 
Favorite  Slams.”  This  album  was 
recorded  live,  right  here  on  the  Wartburg 
campus,  by  the  way. 

If  I  can’t  find  that  one.  I’ll  opt  for  one  of 
the  high-quality  LP’s  sold  by  the  Senate 
last  year. 

Speaking  of  the  Senate,  they  will  not  be 
left  unnoticed.  Cindy  Kasper  will  get 
Lethargy  Mung’s  book  on  motivating 
people,  entitled,  “How  to  Enjoy  Sleeping 
on  Park  Benches,”  Jerry  Weidner  will 
receive  my  own  pamphlet  on“The  Joy  of 
Short,”  and  the  Senate  will  tear  open  a 
package  containing  a  poster  listing 
calories  expended  during  The  Act. 

Posters  will  also  be  delivered  to  the 
numerous  girls  on  campus  sporting  a 
hairstyle  not  often  seen  in  toese  here  parts. 
Perhaps  they  will  be  able  to  use  it  as  a 
model  for  their  own  attempts  to  appear 
like  their  heroine,  Farrah. 

The  football  team  will  receive  a  gift  in 
recognition  of  a  splendid  season,  which 
will  be  a  beer  donated  by  me.  Judging 
from  their  cameos  at  the  bar  the  last  few 
weeks,  it  will  be  used  wisely.  Fellows,  just 
don’t  bother  to  collect  until  I  make  my  first 
million.  I’m  kind  of  short  on  cash  right 
now. 

That  about  wraps  it  up  for  this  term.  If 
you  can’t  think  of  anything  to  say  over  the 
holidays,  remember  that  tried-and-true 
phrase  that  seems  to  burst  from  me  so 
often  these  days. 

Bah,  humbug. 


-Randy  Puls 


Bar  Glass  Blues 


Looking  through  the  bottom  of 
a  cataracted  glass. 

Focus . . . 

too  thick  to  be  clear. 

View  innumerable  bodies  through 
its  eyes, 

swaying, 

infectious  to  the  music 
slipping  in, 

then  out  of  their  ears. 

Eyes  refocus. 

Viewer  squints  as  the  blur  tips 
skyward 

emptying  brown  liquid  into  a 
thirsty, 

alcoholic  sieve. 

Drunk  fingers  smudge  its  once 
mirror  face, 

Now  a  unique,  personalized  map, 
a  fingerpainting  without  the  paint. 
Slowly  the  painting  creams  together 
as  the  hand 
loses 

grip 

Glass  lay  shattered  in 
multi-mini 

slivers 
four  feet 

under  .  . 
the  bar  rail. 

— Georgiann  Hagen 


Theatre  of  the  Absurd 
By  NANCY  PETERSON 

Setting :  It  is  a  warm  evening ;  no  one  moves  as  if  to  be  less 
affected  by  the  heat.  In  the  background,  a  fan 
blows  and  the  TV  runs.  The  set  is  simple,  con¬ 
sisting  of  a  rocking  chair,  a  sofa,  and  a  matching 
chair.  The  rocking  chair  is  set  with  its  back  %  to 
the  audience,  so  the  first  boy  is  not  seen  full  face. 
The  lights  are  on  full,  extra  lights  are  straw- 
yellow  colored,  so  the  stage  is  filled  with  light. 

Lines  are  said  to  no  one  in  particular;  sighed  more  than 

spoken. 

1st  girl:  (on  sofa,  stage  right)  Yes,  it  is  so  warm. 

2nd  girl:  (on  chair)  Oh,  it  is. 

1st  boy:  (in  rocking  chair)  It’s  so  hot  that  my  balls  burn 
just  a  little  less  than  usual. 

2nd  boy:  (on  sofa,  stage  left)  Bob  Dylan  wrote  a  song  about 
heat  once.  Drugs  are  getting  everywhere,  even 
into  that  sacred  realm  of  music. 

1st  boy :  I  do  believe  that  my  balls  burn  less  than  usual. 

1st  girl:  Yes,  the  price  of  cantaloupe  is  less  than  usual.  It’s 
wonderful  that  they’re  only  13^  a  pound  now. 

2nd  girl:  The  school  is  becoming  a  pound.  Students  aren’t 
educated  but  merely  kept  for  safe-keeping  until 
someone  comes  to  claim  them  and  put  them  to 
use. 

1st  boy  :  (snapping  his  fingers,  swinging  slightly)  If  it  feels 
this  good  being  used,  then  keep  on  using  me  until 
you  use  me  up,  use  me  up. 

2nd  boy ;  Music  should  not  be  utilitarian,  but  should  espouse 
artistic  principles. 

2nd  girl:  Principals  are  as  much  to  blame  as  anyone  else. 

They’re  more  interested  in  their  progress  than 
anything  else. 

1st  girl:  Yes,  the  progress  melon  is  tastier,  but  oh,  so  ex¬ 
pensive.  I’d  never  spend  the  money  on  it. 

2nd  boy:  Money  is  ruining  music.  People  write  music  for 
monetary  gains  and  not  for  the  only  true  reason: 
artistic  fulfillment.  (He  stands  as  he  says  the  last 
two  words,  arms  spread  wide,  then  abruptly  sits 
again.) 

1st  boy:  Fulfill  me.  I’m  on  fire. 

2nd  girl:  Someone  said  that  education  should  start  fires  in 
students.  Today’s  education  doesn’t  achieve  that. 

2nd  boy :  Achievement  of  success  is  secondary  to  creation. 

1st  girl:  Yes,  creation  was  indeed  fruitful  when  it  came  to 
cantaloupes.  There  are  52  different  varieties. 

1st  boy :  There  are  52  different  varieties. 

2nd  girl:  Variety  is  hazardous  to  educational  systems. 

Students  need  to  know  what  they’re  about  to  learn. 
They  are  confused  with  too  much  variety. 

2nd  boy:  Variety  shows  are  the  only  fulfilling  and  truly 
creative  events  in  the  media. 

1st  girl :  Yes,  it  is  so  warm. 

2nd  girl:  Oh,  it  is. 

Ciulain  falls. 


untitled 

Too 

Bee 

a 

Poe 

it 

like 

Mr. 

Cum 

mings 

would 

B 

delightful  I  think 
But 

Then  again  perhaps 
I 

Cummings 

is 

quite 

ENOUGH. 

—Toni  Steiner 


Design? 

An  ancient  oak  crossbeam  bellows 
A  final  hoarse  gasp  and  plunges 
Into  the  writhing  hell  below. 

We  look  without  wanting  to  see  the  heinous  screetches  within. 

Flames  have  already  erected 
A  furious  shield  that 
Keeps  our  minds  turned  away 
And  our  eyes  open  to  nothing. 

The  fire  quakes  the 

Very  earth  below  us  and 

Signals  the  Heavens  with  Black  God  Images 

That  see  through  our  souls. 

We  are  implanted  at  this  eulogy  to  hell 
As  the  siren  plays  dirges  in  the  distance. 

The  face  of  death  penetrates  our  marrow 
With  coal  black  ice. 

For  who  shall  travel  this  bloodless  path 
And  who  shall  live  to  witness  this  wrath  again? 

The  question  pounds  within  our  skulls: 

What  seed  of  hell  will  blossom  for  us? 


—Scott  Wciser 


—Randy  Puls 


untitled 

Frustrations,  tensions  tear  and  strain  my  head 
The  undone  work  and  my  confusion  dance 
I  want  to  start  to  live  for  me  instead. 

You’ve  watched  me,  mocked  me.  Damn!  I  bleed.  I’m  bled. 
Do  all  things  come  to  us  by  luck,  by  chance? 

Frustrations,  tensions  tear  and  strain  my  head. 

I  scream  and  cry,  “Enough!”  “Now  stop!”  I’ve  said. 

I’m  sick  of  airs,  your  games,  your  lies,  your  stance 
1  want  to  start  to  live  for  me  instead. 

Throughout  my  life  I’ve  found  that  I  am  wed 
To  wishes,  whims  of  yours  and  circumstance. 

Frustrations,  tensions  tear  and  strain  my  head. 

I’ve  tried  to  change  and  cope.  I’ve  even  fled. 

But  things  catch  up.  The  world,  it  raves  and  rants. 

1  want  to  start  to  live  for  me  instead. 

Before  you  worked  me.  How  my  courage  bred. 

I’ll  prove  it,  too,  1  need  not  you  nor  chance. 

Frustrations,  tensions  tear  and  strain  my  head. 

1  want  to  start  to  live  for  me  instead. 

-Kristi  Merkel 


Homecoming 


By  JANET  KADUCE 

The  dark  foreboding  clouds  had  been  gathering  in  the  west 
for  the  last  half-hour.  Glancing  up  at  the  sky,  the  old  man 
knew  that  there  was  going  to  be  a  storm,  but  he  didn’t  care. 

“After  all,”  he  thought,  “even  a  storm  can’t  ruin  this  day. 
Nothing  can;  I’m  going  home  I  ” 

Home.  He  hadn’t  been  home  for  over  40  years.  Sure,  he  had 
lived  in  many  places,  had  traveled  all  over  the  world.  But 
they  hadn’t  been  home,  they  had  just  been  places  to  live, 
somewhere  to  stay  until  he  decided  to  move  on.  Not  one  had 
been  a  place  where  he  wanted  to  spend  the  rest  of  his  life! 
There  was  only  one  place  for  that,  and  he  was  on  his  way 
there  now. 

He  couldn’t  wait  to  get  back  to  Granger,  to  be  able  to  see  all 
his  old  friends  again,  and  to  see  the  sights  that  once  had  been 
so  common  to  him  and  now  were  so  special. 

The  old  man  drove  around  the  curve  and  saw  Granger.  The 
store  that  had  stood  on  the  comer  wasn’t  there  anymore.  It 
had  been  tom  down  and  was  now  a  pile  of  stone  and  wood 
lying  desolately  on  the  ground.  Many  of  the  houses  were  tom 
or  falling  down  and  weeds  were  growing  all  around  them. 
Many  of  the  houses  that  were  still  standing  looked  shabby 
and  old  and  needed  new  coats  of  paint. 

The  pump  that  had  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  square  was 
still  there,  but  it  was  now  rusty,  and  the  grass  and  weeds 
were  growing  around  it  as  if  claiming  it  a  treasure  or  a 
prisoner  of  time.  It  was  hard  to  believe  that  at  one  time  it  had 
been  a  shiny  silver  color  that  shone  in  the  sun  and  glowed  in 
the  moonlight.  Once  it  had  been  the  pride  and  joy  of  the  whole 
town,  something  that  was  treasured  by  everyone.  Now  it  was 
neglected,  like  everything  else  in  town. 

The  sky  lit  up  with  lightning  and  the  clouds  above  let  go 
torrents  of  pouring,  cold  rain.  The  man  ran  to  his  car  and  sat 
alone,  bitter  thoughts  and  dreams  of  how  it  should  have  been 
ringing  through  his  head. 

“It  isn’t  right,”  he  thought.  “Why  should  things  have 
changed  so  much?  Granger  should  be  the  way  it  was  when  I 
left:  alive  and  gay.  Why  did  it  have  to  change?”  The  old  man 
felt  desolate  and  alone.  Everything  was  different. 

Suddenly  the  old  man  sat  up  straight.  Not  everything  was 
lost.  There  were  still  his  friend;  that  was  the  main  reason  he 
had  come  back  anyway.  With  lifted  spirits  and  hope  bubbling 
up,  the  old  man  drove  to  the  home  of  Hank.  Hank  had  been  his 
best  friend  back  in  the  “good  old  days.”  It  certainly  would  be 
good  to  see  him  again.  The  old  man  got  out  of  the  car  and 
hurried  up  the  walk  to  the  house.  He  banged  on  the  door  and 
waited  impatiently  for  it  to  open.  After  a  few  minutes  the 
door  opened,  but  it  wasn’t  Hank  standing  there.  It  was  a 
person  he  had  never  seen  before,  a  stranger  living  in  Hank’s 
house  I  The  old  man  stared  in  astonishment. 

“Could  you  tell  me  where  Hank  is?” 

The  stranger  replied  gruffly,  “If  you  mean  the  old  geezer 
who  used  to  live  here,  he’s  dead.  Has  been  for  ten  years.” 

The  old  man  slowly  walked  toward  his  car.  Hairk  dead,  it 
couldn’t  be  true.  Why,  the  last  time  he  had  seen  him,  he  had 
been  full  of  life  and  vitality.  Surely  he  couldn’t  be  dead.  He 
drove  on  towards  the  rest  of  his  friends’  houses,  but 
everywhere  he  went  he  heard  the  same  story.  All  of  his 
friends  had  moved  away,  were  in  nursing  homes,  or  dead. 

The  day  that  had  started  out  as  such  a  happy  one,  the  day 
that  “nothing”  could  spoil,  had  suddenly  become  toe  worst 
day  of  his  life. 

■The  old  man  felt  anger  at  toe  people  of  Granger.  What  right 
did  they  have  to  let  these  things  happen?  Why  didn’t  they 
take  better  care  of  things?  Everything  seemed  senseless.  Yet 
at  the  back  of  his  mind  was  a  faint  glimmer  of  hope,  as  if 
there  was  something  he  had  forgotten.  The  realization  slowly 
dawned  on  him  and  once  again  he  started  out.  He  drove  to  the 
edge  of  town  and  up  toe  long  winding  hill.  The  rain  had 
stopped  and  a  multi-colored  rainbow  was  shining  through  toe 
clouds  casting  a  golden  glow  over  toe  town  below.  He  slowly 
walked  towards  toe  old  church.  The  paint  was  flaking  and  toe 
porch  was  sagging.  The  porch  ...  his  thoughts  went  back  to 
the  time  when  strangers,  passing  through  the  town,  had 
stopped  and  commented  on  it.  They  thought  it  odd  that  a 
church  should  have  a  porch.  However,  no  one  in  town  had 
thought  it  odd;  it  had  held  a  special  place  in  their  hearts.  Its 
roof  had  sheltered  them  from  toe  hot  rays  of  toe  summer  sun 
when  they  gathered  to  talk  after  church,  and  had  kept  toe 
rain  from  falling  on  their  heads. 

Tlie  old  man  mounted  toe  steps  to  toe  porch  and  entered  the 
church.  The  floor  was  dusty  and  debris  was  lying  in  a  pile  on 
toe  floor  beneath  a  hole  in  toe  roof. 

“Even  this  has  changed,”  he  thought.  “They  couldn’t  even 
take  care  of  the  church.” 

Bitterly  disillusioned,  he  started  to  leave  the  church  and 
stopped.  There  was  a  certain  sense  of  peace  about  the  church 
in  spite  of  the  dirt  and  debris.  His  searching  glance  roamed 
toe  room  and  came  to  rest  on  toe  statues.  When  he  was 
young,  he  had  thought  that  toe  statues  were  really  alive.  He 
had  confided  in  them  when  he  had  no  one  else  to  turn  to.  The 
smiling  Madonna  was  wearing  an  expression  of  loving  ten¬ 
derness  in  her  face  as  she  looked  down  upon  the  baby  Jesus. 
Their  meaning  of  love  had  always  reached  out  to  him  when 
nothing  else  could  and  looking  upon  toe  statue,  he  knew  what 
to  do.  He  would  confide  in  Jesus  as  he  had  done  long  ago. 
Sure,  it  wouldn’t  change  what  had  happened  to  Granger  and 
his  friends,  but  it  would  give  him  courage  to  go  on  living.  He 
knew  he  would  travel  on  and  never  come  back  to  Granger, 
but  at  the  same  time  he  knew  that  it  would  hold  a  special 
place  in  his  heart.  A  place  that  only  home  could  hold. 


ERNIE  THE  FATHER 

Though  barely  more  than  a  child  himself,  he 
wore  with  comfort  his  new  role  of  husband  and 
parent. 

Gloria  mad  at  me  three  days  now.  She  sleeping 
close.  Baby  lotion  smell.  Want  to  touch  her, 
say  something.  Thinking  can’t. 

Thinking  Gloria  and  me  marrying  same  time 
Malcolm  X  high  school  steady  showing  ass  and 
copping  points  winning  interhigh  champ  game  and 
me  not  sad  not  playing.  But  happy.  Thinking 
some  day  new  main  “stuff er.”  Me  and  day  school 
over. 

It’s  married  now  and  working.  Night  school 
come  last. 

Gloria  sleeping,  touch  me,  wake  up.  Move  back 
quick.  I  don’t  move,  be  here  when  she 
touch  again.  Thinking  how  we  marry  because 
1  love  her  and  she  love  me  same  way.  Want 
to  be  around  together  all  the  time  just  us.  But 
right  away  the  baby  start.  The  baby. 

Gloria  talking  baby  all  day  all  night  and 
why  she  mad  at  me  now.  My  not  talking  baby 
don’t  mean  nothing  bad.  Just  me  being  tired. 

Want  to  be  quiet.  Not  just  talk.  Whole  reason 
she  mad  is  picking  out  cribs  I’m  not  excitement 
showing  like  her.  She  extra  smiling,  grinning 
happy.  Glad  1’,  letting  her  get  expensive 
stuff.  1  don’t  say  nothing  until  paying  money 
down  time,  seeing  greasy  selling  smile  and  ask 
if  crib  is  good  and  not  baby  killing  thing.  Like 
kid  coming  out  the  bare  getting  hung  or  something. 
Finally  sign  my  name  and  she  mad. 

Since  then  its  three  days  quiet  house.  Me 
watching  Gloria  slam  things.  Watching  her  all 
night  TV  looking.  She  falling  sleep  on  couch  and 
me  waking  her  up  to  get  in  bed,  be  comfortable. 

Her  jumping  up,  stomach  bouncing,  pulling  away. 
Trying  hard  keep  her  skin  not  touching  mine. 

But  1  know  she  fell  better  hugging  bed  wall 
than  rammed  hard  on  couch  arm. 

Stop  thinking.  Listen  to  her  breathe.  Loud.  Watching 
uniform  hang  on  closet  door.  Stare  at  it. 

Hear: 

“Why  you  take  the  hospital  job  Ernie?” 

“Hospital’s  okay.” 

“Okay!  They  don’t  pay  near  what  the  guard 
thing  did!  How  you  gonna  find  some  studying  time 
pressing  sheets!” 

“Doing  whats  best.” 

“Best!  How’s  pressing  sheets  beat,  Ernie-that’s 
not  helping  you  do  nothing!” 

“Same  hospital  you  having  yo’  baby  in.” 

“My  baby!  It’s  my  baby,  Ernie?” 

“I  can  eat  free,  can  steal  food,  bad  stuff, 
baby  stuff.  I  can  see  you  all  day  when  the 
baby  comes,  can  check  on  whats  happening  to  you. 
I  like  to  walk  -  can  walk  to  work.  Don’t  cost. 

We  save  the  money.” 

Gloria  twisting  now,  not  comfortable,  baby  doing  it. 
Thirty  days  left.  Gloria  thinking  its  36.  Doctor 
say  I’m  right,  give  her  same  date  I  did. 

She  say  that  was  me  being  funny  but  Doctor 
Williams  talking  and  checking  more  with  me  than 
Gloria.  Cool  dude.  Look  like  Ossie  Davis.  Say 
czdl  him  when  Gloria  ready.  Her  being  clinic  don’t 
matter,  say  he  be  there.  Watch  Williams  a  lot 

with  other  baby- women.  See  how  they  like  him  _ 

and  don’t  cry  much.  Feel  good.  Gloria  got  him  to 
free. 

Room  hot.  Gloria  sweating.  Water  glisten  in  her 
hair.  I  stop  watching  uniform.  Get  up  easy  so 
she  don’t  wake.  Too  long  for  her  to  lay  till 
morning  not  talking,  mad. 

Gloria  twisting  again.  She  settle.  Ease  back  in 
bed,  wipe  water  off  Gloria.  Her  neck.  Her  hair.  She 
don’t  move,  look  better  now. 


Move  close  and  hold  her.  Not  tight.  Light 
hold. 

She  not  breathing  hard.  Know  she  not  sleeping  no  more.  She 
saying  nothing  a  long  time.  Then,  Ernie,  baby  coming,  she  say. 

1  don’t  say  nothing.  She  sit  up,  lay  back  down  quick.  1 
don’t  reach  to  hold  her  again 
She  moves  back  close  to  me.  Just  kidding  you 
Ernie  the  father  she  say. 

Tree  shadows  coming  in  the  room,  place  look 
hot  too. 

Ernie,  she  say.  This  baby.  'You  think  its  all  right? 

It  don’t  move  much. 

I  touch  her  stomach.  Feel  heavy-good.  Solid  black. 

He  all  right,  I  say.  Just  don’t  talk  much. 

Gloria  moving  closer,  holding  tighter.  Not  talking. 

We  both  thinking  now. 

Her  hair,  wet  again,  feel  quiet  on  my  arm. 


-Vincent  Winfrey 


Haiku 

Sunburned  leaves  strip  off 

the  trees,  shedding  their  dead  pride; 

While  1  mourn  the  loss. 

—Toni  Steiner 


untitled 


SANDALWOOD  POEMS 


As  I  am  finally  drawing  near 
To  where  some  say  that  knowledge  is  dear, 
The  winking  topaz  beacon 
Beckons  that  all  be  cautious; 

So  that  I  do  not  weaken 
But  scrutinize  all  about  us. 

The  following  scene  greets  my  sight. 
Cornils-two’s  windows  glutted  with  light. 
The  room  full  of  party  noise, 

They’re  doin’  it  fine  tonight; 

Just  some  good  ol’  boys 
Stayin’  wet  n’  gettin’  tight. 

Turning  the  corner  next  1  view 
My  Brazilian  comrade  scholar  true; 

Bent,  his  mind  on  the  page 
While  seated  in  his  nook, 

The  images  of  any  age 
Float  through  his  sea  of  books. 

Which  is  right  and  which  is  wrong 
Is  the  question  that  has  been  asked  so  long; 
The  savant’s  richness  of  mind 
Or  the  partier’s  affluent  habit? 

Real  wisdom  is  hard  to  find 
But  we  all  know  alcohol  isn’t 


—Marty  Woike 


1 

Sandalwood  incense. 
Spiced,  mystic 
Preys  upon  the  mind; 
Promises  of  foreign  things. 
Body  must  follow 


2 

The  road  is  yellow  dust  where  it  lays  and 
Shining  in  the  distance  where  it  leaps. 
Pungent  tar,  hot  to  the  touch. 

Cool  to  the  imprisoned  thought. 

9 

Cold  settles  in  the  morning. 

The  mist  lies  in  thickest  low  swirls. 
Cowering  close  to  the  moist  earth. 

Afraid  of  rising  death. 


11 

Lords  and  ladies,  dance 
Through  shimmering  moments. 

Join  over  goblets  gleaming  candle-gold 
Until  the  waxen  tears  grieve 
For  the  passing. 


13 

Tourists  taking  rubbings  from  graves; 
Shakespeare  or  some  nameless  king; 
Framing  them,  hanging  them  in  homes 
That  soon  become  cold  grey,  moon- washed. 

17 

Monumental  orb,  wolf-god. 

Pieced  against  the  sky. 

Stands  before  the  mother 
and  sheds  its  purest  silver. 

19 

On  the  shelf,  jade  creatures 
Pause,  locked  in  a  moment; 

A  raising  of  the  foot, 

A  turning  of  the  eye. 


20 

Two  oranges  share  a  bowl. 

Rotted,  splotched. 

But  sharper  in  fragrance  than  their  youth. 

21 

Link  on  link. 

One  caught  within  the  others 
Which  are  caught  within  it. 

23 

Tinge  of  incense 
Left  on  the  air. 

Flints  of  sandalwood 
Setting  a  memory  to  rest. 

Soul  returns  from  whence  it  came. 

—Sharon  Sailer 


SIGNS  OF  GROWTH 

They,  with  glued  eyelashes 
bronzed  fingernails, 
in  latest,  fashion-sunning  suits, 
lie  outside  my  window. 

Not  on  the  blades  of  grass 
but  rather  browning  their  skin 
on  a  sterile  sheet  as  if 
the  ants  couldn’t  crawl 
onto  something  so  clean. 

I,  with  my  poetry,  and 
Anne  Sexton  and  Sylvia  Plath, 
gaze  at  them  as  I  pull  on 
my  faded  shorts  and 
hand-me-down  tank  top. 

I  am  headed  for  the  grass 
that  grows  uncut 
up  north  of  Union  Hall. 

It  has  dandelions,  spider  webs 
and  even  ants. 


—Kathy  A.  Wenell 


untitled 


Smoke  swirling  about  my  head. 

Forming  dragons  to  destroy, 
planets  to  visit, 
people  to  see. 

Watching  people  smoke, 
exhaling  tones  of  gray  and  blue. 

Smoke  rings, 

what  if  you  stepped  through  one. 

Would  it  prove  to  be  a  doorway 
to  where  all  ladies  are  green 
and  all  men  are  blue 
except  you? 

Just  what  would  you  do? 

Tip  your  hat  just  so, 

or  walk  around  as  if  you  were  in  a 

zoo, 

or  blow  another  ring  to  step  through? 

"Martin  Mueller 


-  —Randy  Puls 

A  Crack  in  the  Mask 


ByMARYPOST 


The  sun  pouring  into  her  eyes 
that  morning  woke  her  early.  She 
normally  wasn’t  a  “morning 
person”,  but  there  was  no  more 
sleep  for  her  today.  She’d  have  to 
drap  herself  out  and  begin  early. 
Living  at  home  for  the  summer 
had  turned  out  better  than  she’d 
anticipated.  Not  that  she  had 
turned  out  better  than  she’d 
anticipated.  Not  that  she  had  any 
more  hassles  with  her  parents 
than  anybody  else  did,  but  she 
was  used  to  being  on  her  own 
now,  and  doing  as  she  pleased. 
Here  she  stayed  home  most  of  the 
time,  and  just  let  her  mind  take  it 
easy.  After  so  many  months  of 
thinking,  it  was  time  for  some 
unthinking. 

The  best  part  about  being  home 
again  was  that  she  was  able  to 
watch  her  little  brother  grow  up. 
That  had  been  the  hardest  part  of 
leaving-knowing  that  things 
would  be  happening  to  him  that 
she’d  never  know  about,  and  that 
he’d  never  know  her  as  the  sister 
she  wanted  to  be.  But  college  had 
been  a  part  of  her  plans  for  years 
now,  and  it  was  time  for  her  life 
to  get  on  its  way.  And  anyway, 
she  wasn’t  really  going  that  far, 
only  a  couple  of  hundred  miles. 

l5ressing  in  as  little  as  possible 
in  anticipation  of  another  humid, 
90  degree  day,  she  stepped 
downstairs  to  raid  the 
refrigerator  for  some  breakfast. 
At  least  no  one  bothered  to  wake 
her  for  breakfast  anymore; 
seven  o’clock  was  just  too  early 
for  the  stomach  muscles  to  be  put 
to  work.  A  banana.  That  soiuided 


just  about  right  for  this  morning. 

She  had  a  habit  of  walking 
around  the  house  when  she  ate, 
just  to  be  up.  It  was  a  chore  just 
to  be  still.  There  were  so  many 
things  to  do,  things  that  didn’t 
occupy  the  mind,  but  kept  the 
hands  busy  and  left  her  feeling 
good  when  the  day  was  over. 
Glancing  out  the  window,  she 
noticed  her  six-year-old  brother, 
Paul,  playing  by  the  sandbox.  He 
was  a  great  kid.  She  was 
frequently  reminded  of  how 
much  he  meant  to  her  whenever 
she  saw  him  immersed  in  his 
“work”  or  play.  His  straw  blond 
hair  was  a  mess  as  usual  under 
the  faded  seed  com  hat,  and  his 
red-socked  toes  were  poking  out 
the  ends  of  his  decrepit  boots.  At 
times,  it  would  be  so  great  to  re¬ 
enter  the  world  of  the  six-year- 
old.  Their  cares  were  so  few,  and 
they  saw  so  many  things  that 
escaped  her  anymore,  iSce  the 
obvious  fact  that  a  dragonfly 
looks  like  a  miniature  helicopter, 
and  that  the  best  place  of  all  to 
take  a  nap  is  on  the  grass  under  a 
tree.  Through  Paul,  she  was  able 
to  recapture  a  few  moments  of 
those  times. 

Unable  to  merely  watch  him, 
she  stepped  out  Uie  door  and 
called  to  him.  Seeing  that  he  had 
found  something  under  the  fem 
leaf,  she  said,  “What  have  you 
got  there,  Paul?  Did  you  finally 
find  that  baseball  you  lost  last 
week?” 

But  when  he  turned  to  face 
here,  his  young  blue  eyes  were 
running  over,  2md  he  was  gently 


holding  something  small  and 
gray  in  his  hands.  The  baby 
mouse  was  nearly  dead;  she 
could  tell  that  at  a  glance.  But 
Paul’s  lip  was  trembling 
dangerously,  and  his  ever¬ 
present  hat  was  forgotten  where 
it  had  fallen  under  the  fem 
leaves. 

Her  first  instantaneous 
reaction  was  to  tell  him  to  throw 
it  down,  mice  were  dirty.  But  he 
was  looking  at  the  thing  in  his 
cupped  hands  as  though  it  had 
been  his  pet  for  years,  and  he  was 
responsible  for  its  predicament. 

“Nicky,  look.  That  dumb, 
stupid  cat  got  a  hold  of  him  and  I 
chased  him  away.  But  I  think  he 
might  be  hurt.  Can  you  make  him 
better?” 

Oh,  Paul,  she  thought,  don’t  do 
this  to  me.  I  can’t  do  anything 
that  won’t  hurt  you  anymore  than 
you  already  are. 

“Paul,  he  looks  like  he  might  be 
hurt  pretty  bad.  Why  don’t  we 
make  a  bed  for  him  and  maybe  he 
can  just  rest  and  get  better  by 
himself.  I  can’t  think  of  what  else 
we  could  do  for  him  now.” 

A  jar  with  a  deep  layer  of  grass 
served  as  an  acceptable  bed  for 
the  little  creature,  but  it  was 
obvious  to  Nicky,  if  not  to  Paul, 
that  he  would  be  dead  by  the  next 
time  they  looked.  All  she  could 
think  to  do  now  was  turn  Paul’s 
mind  to  something  else,  so  she 
suggested  they  walk  down  to  the 
creek. 

She  was  surprised  to  find  how 
deeply  the  mouse  had  upset  Paul. 
He  was  usually  such  a  tough  little 


guy;  even  his  older  brothers 
couldn’t  get  the  best  of  him  in  a 
fight.  But  now  the  tears  were 
refusing  to  dry  up,  and  he  didn’t 
seem  embarrass^  at  all,  the  way 
he  had  at  other  times  when  she’d 
seen  him  cry.  And  her  eyes  were 
a  little  more  moist  than  usual, 
too. 

As  they  walked  along  the  road, 
he  seemed  to  want  to  vent  his 
grief  on  the  cat.  “Why  are  cats  so 
dumb?  How  could  anybody  eat  a 
mouse  anyway?  I  should  have 
kicked  that  cat  before.  He  had 
him  right  in  his  mouth!  ” 

“Hey,  Paul,  that  wouldn’t  do 
any  go^.  Cats  don’t  know  any 
better,  and  you  know  they  don’t 
see  a  mouse  around  here  very 
often.  You  know  what  Mom  would 
say  if  she  knew  there  were  mice 
around  here.  We’d  better  be 
careful  not  to  tell  her.  Can’t  you 
just  see  her  jumping  on  top  of  the 
table  and  yelling  till  somebody 
came  to  take  it  away?  ” 

Good,  the  begiimings  of  a 
laugh.  She  had  to  hear  that  for 
herself  as  well  as  for  him.  She 
wasn’t  used  to  seeing  cracks  in 
the  shell,  and  she  didn’t  really 
know  how  to  patch  it  back  up,  or 
even  if  she  should.  They  were  at 
the  end  of  the  street  now,  so  they 
turned  around  and  headed  back. 
When  they  checked  in  the  grass 
bed,  the  mouse  was  dead.  The 
tears,  this  time  for  both  of  them, 
started  up  again.  You  can’t  fall 
apart  now,  fool,  she  scolded 
herself.  You’re  not  six  anymore. 

“Paul,  why  don’t  1  take  care  of 
him  for  you.  It’ll  only  take  me  a 
minute  and  then  I’ll  help  you 


build  a  tunnel  in  the  sand.  How 
would  that  be?”  He  wasn’t  ready 
yet  to  let  the  mouse  go,  but  the 
longer  he  held  it,  the  harder  it 
would  finally  be  for  him  to  give  it 
up.  Gently  taking  it  from  him,  she 
steered  him  to  the  other  side  of 
the  house.  Now  she  had  to  decide 
what  to  do  with  the  mouse.  She 
had  to  put  him  somewhere  that 
Paul  would  never  find,  but  she 
couldn’t  just  throw  him  in  the 
trash.  She  finally  decided  to  dig  a 
little  hole  beneath  the  roses  and 
put  him  in.  Carefully,  she 
covered  it  up  with  grass  and  dirt 
so  that  he’d  never  see  it.  Then  she 
went  back  to  play  with  Paul. 

His  tears  were  dried  up,  but  his 
eyes  were  still  red. 

“Where  did  you  put  him, 
Nicky?  Let  me  go  see.” 

“No,  I  don’t  think  so.  It  would 
be  better  if  you  just  let  him  be.  I 
put  him  in  a  good  place,  and  he’s 
better  off  now  than  when  he  was 
sick,  don’t  you  think?”  What  else 
could  she  say? 

“Ya,  I  s’pose.  Do  you  want  to 
build  that  tunnel  with  me  now? 
I’ll  start  at  this  end  and  you  can 
start  over  there.  You  think  Mom 
would  mind  if  we  poured  water 
through  it  and  made  a  river? 
Maybe  she  won’t  see  anyway.” 

Trying  to  dig  in  the  warm  sand 
under  the  sun  took  all  of  her 
concentration.  Her  vision  seemed 
to  be  a  little  cloudier  than  usual 
this  morning. 


Swept  Away 


» 


Swept  away  like  autumn  leaves 
dried  out  by  the  sun 
Swept  away  like  the  sand 
during  the  waters  momentary  run 
Swept  away  like  the  grass 
as  the  breeze  through  it  flows 
Swept  away  like  a  life 
taken  before  it  grows 

Karla  Johnson 


—Kristi  Merkel 


IF 

If  you  weren’t 
Yet  I  was,  or 

If  you  were 
and  I  wasn’t 

What  would  we  be 
today? 

I  mean,  what 
for  instance, 

Is  it,  that  we 
see  in  each  one. 

Each  person- 
separate,  ’cause 

You  know  and  I  know 
that- 

Love  is,  not  was, 
not  will  be,  but . 

Is,  but  only  if. 


J.  P.  and  Me 


By  JOY  MARQUARDT 

One  of  the  things  I  kinda  like  do’in  after  school  is  watchin’ 
T.V.  and  playin’  dolls  with  my  best  friend  J.  P.  We  kin  do  both 
ya  know  cuz  we  play  dolls  during  the  commercials.  At  least 
most  o’  the  time. 

J.P.  gets  mad  sometimes  when  I  decide  to  watch  the 
commercials  though.  Cuz  if  I  don’t  watch  out  my  mom  steps 
on  her  or  sucks  her  into  the  vacuum  cleaner.  That’s  cuz 
nobody  kin  see  J.P.  ’cept  me.  She’s  what  ya  call  invisible, 
so’s  I  don’t  have  to  share  her  with  nobody. 

But  yesterday  J.P.  got  mad  at  me  just  cuz  I  quit  dressin’ 
my  doU  to  watch  a  commercial.  It  was  something  about  a 
Full  Service  Bank  that  everyone’s  spouse  to  keep  their 
money  in.  I  like  playin’  banker  with  my  purple  piggy  bank. 
And  I  don’t  have  to  go  runnin’  to  the  real  bank  every  time  I 
need  a  penny  to  buy  a  hunk  of  bubble  gum  either.  My  money’s 
safe  too.  No  robber  will  ever  find  the  hole  to  get  the  quarters 
out.  (Neither  kin  I!)  But  sometimes  my  brother  makes  me 
borrow  him  some  money.  If  I  don’t  he  slugs  me,  that  hurts 
and  I  holler.  So  maybe  on  second  thought  it  would  be  nice  to 
put  my  money  in  a  real  bank,  like  mommy  and  daddy  do. 

Did  ya  ever  see  that  one  commerical  where  this  lady 
dresses  up  in  panty  hose  cuz  they  make  her  smooth  and 
silky?  She’s  a  real  purty  lady,  smooth  and  silky  too!  Well, 
J.P.  and  me  decided  to  dress  up  in  mommy’s  clothes  and  try 
on  the  silk  stockings.  They  have  always  reminded  me  of  an 
elephant’s  loose  trunk.  I  struggled  for  almost  an  hour  to  get 
’em  on  just  cuz  I  wanted  to  see  if  they  felt  any  better  than  my 
white  tights  mom  makes  me  wear.  They  sure  weren’t 
smooth.  They  hung  on  my  legs  like  my  hound  dog  Skippy’s 
loose  skin.  I  tried  to  straighten  them  out  but  they  slid  right 
off. 

Ya  know,  grown-ups  even  use  some  sticky  stuff  on  their 
teeth  to  hold  ’em  in.  It’s  true  to  cuz  I  saw  it  on  T.V.  I  guess 
they  call  it  Poll-  Poll ...  oh,  something  with  a  dent  in  it . . . 
that’s  it,  Polident.  Anyway,  I  thought  it  looked  like  a  good 
idea.  Last  month  I  lost  my  two  front  teeth.  It  seems  like  they 
fall  out  right  and  left  when  I’m  not  lookin’.  And  this  stuff 
must  work  cuz  mommy’s  and  daddy’s  teeth  never  fall  out, 
just  mine  do.  This  lady  on  T.V.  used  it  and  her  teeth  stayed  in, 
she  could  chew  on  anything,  just  like  my  dog  Skippy.  So  J.P. 
and  me  went  lookin’  through  the  medicine  cabinet  after  I 
decided  to  give  this  stuff  a  try.  We  can’t  read  too  well  you 
know  and  there’s  so  many  bottles  to  choose  from  the  J.P. 
thought  ya  had  to  find  out  if  the  stuff  inside  the  bottle  was 
sticky  like  the  stuff  the  lady  used  before  ya  could  put  it  on 
your  teeth.  All  we  had  to  do  was  dump  a  little  of  each  one  out. 

I  lined  them  all  up  in  the  bottom  of  the  bathtub  while  J.P. 
found  a  old  toothbrush  to  spread  it  around  with  (maybe  it  was 
new).  It  sure  was  purty,  all  those  colors  mushed  together 
made  me  feel  like  finger  painting.  But  they  all  ran  together 
in  little  trickles  and  made  a  picture  all  by  itself.  Never  did 
find  any  Poli-  stuff  though  cuz  mommy  wanted  to  take  a  bath. 
She  didn’t  think  my  pictiu'e  was  very  purty,  not  even  when  I 
told  her  J.P.  did  it.  It’s  true  too  cuz  J.P.  did  help.  (It  was  her 
idea  to  use  the  toothbrush.)  I  did  try  to  explain  about  my 
teeth. 

J.P.  and  me  kept  playin’  grown  up.  She  thought  it  would  be 
a  neat  idea  to  play  Avon  lady,  like  on  T.V.  They  always  make 
a  lot  of  money  selling  their  perfrume  and  stuff  door  to  door. 
Avon  ladies  carry  a  suitcase  around  with  a  soft  lining  so  their 
bottles  won’t  break.  So  I  stuffed  my  brother’s  gym  bag  with 
Kleenexes.  It  was  the  nicest  case  I  could  find.  Then  all  we 
needed  was  some  verfume  and  other  smelly  stuff  to  sell.  It 
was  J.P.’s  idea  to  clean  off  mommy’s  dresser  top.  She  had 
enough  make-up  and  smelly  stuff  to  fill  a  drug  store.  At  least 
that’s  what  daddy  always  says. 

We  piled  them  all  inside  the  gym  bag  and  headed  down  the 
street  shouting  “Avon  Lady”  and  ringing  door  bells  like  the 
lady  on  T.V.  The  first  house  we  stopped  at,  an  older  lady 
answered  the  door.  Before  we  could  sell  her  anything  she 
invited  me  in  for  milk  and  cookies.  She  shut  the  door  before 
J.P.  could  come  in  though  cuz  I  forgot  to  teU  her  J.P.  was 
there.  But  ya  know  I  did  that  on  purpose  so’s  I  could  have  all 
the  cookies.  But  I  like  J.P.,  she  won’t  ever  slug  me  just  cuz 
she’s  sore.  'That’s  why  she’s  my  best  friend. 

I  took  J.P.  home  with  me  though  and  when  mom  found  out 
what  we  did  she  got  mad  and  wouldn’t  let  us  watch  T.V.  for  a 
month.  But  I  told  her  it  was  J.P.s  idea. 

J.P.  and  me  decided  it’s  too  much  work  being  grown  up.  So 
we  are  gonna  stick  to  playin’  dolls  and  maybe  listen  to  the 
radio.  We  kin  ya  know  cuz  we  play  dolls  between  the  songs. 


-Peter  Hinrichs 


•N'S 


—Randy  Puls 


It’s  Empty 

Every  day  at  half  past  one 
I  finish  work  and  then  I  run 
to  my  mailbox 

Hoping  that  someone  has  sent  a  letter, 
a  card,  a  note,  or  even  better, 
a  package 

Of  cookies  from  Grandma’s  oven 
all  wrapped  up  with  lots  of  lovin’ 

and  maybe  even  some  extra  ‘dough’ 
for  me  to  blow 

on  whatever  I  please. 

But  when  I  reach  my  box  each  day 
even  though  I  hope  and  pray.  .  . 

It’s  empty. 

Yes,  for  another  day 

It’s  empty. 

—Vicki  Parkes 


—Kristi  Merkel 


Gun  Shot 

Being  a  familiar  walker  of  railroad  tracks 
I  was  tramping  their  iron  spines  once  more 
Wandering  down  the  permanent  divide 
For  north  and  south,  for  this  side  of  the  tracks 
And  that.  Remarkable  what  bits  of  things 
1  find  cast  along  these  steel  tongues. 

This  is  where  I  found  the  half-spent  shell; 

Tiny  steel  balls  lacking  the  force  to  propell 
Themselves  into  a  pheasant’s  neck.  I  ripped 
The  plastic  open  and  freed  the  rolling  shot. 

Now  I  was  master  of  their  energy. 

These  little  bombs  burned  in  my  palm 
And  my  impulse  was  to  heave  them  out. 

I  yearned  to  unload  these  beads.  I  burned  to  ’ 

Unload  my  shot  with  great  quickness.  My  palm 
Sweated  as  I  walked  continuing  down  my 

T racks  looking  for  the  particular  site  ■ 

To  release  this  handful  of  potential 
Energy  in  search  of  the  kinetic. 

In  my  anxiousness  places  called  to  me. 

The  oily  ties  beckoned  me  to  fling  my  shot 
Against  its  grain  and  listen  to  the  ricochet 
Of  bouncing  beads  flung  against  wood  but  No! 

I  waited  and  longed  to  dislodge  my  load. 

Perhaps  the  street,  yes?  no?  Concrete  inflexable 
And  unlike  wood,  set  and  smooth  promoting 
My  desire  to  thrust  this  tiny  load  of  shot 
Down  on  its  hot  surface,  to  cast  this  payload 
Spending  futile  energy  at  the  formed  stone 
Unwilling  to  be  penetrated.  Yet 
I  knew  the  place  would  arrive  when  it  would 
Pleasure  me  to  dump  these  alloy  eggletts. 

Time  became  more  than  I  could  bear  and  like 
Myself  as  a  child  with  a  gift  for  Mother, 

A  surprise  package— —I  could  not  wait. 

The  strain  of  secrecy  was  beading  sweat. 

Suddenly  the  tree  leaves  snatched  my  eye  and 

Already  I  could  hear  the  shot  ripping  (I  imagined  hearing  the  shot  rip) 

Through  the  chlorophyll  flesh  and  the  subtle 
Dive  of  each  bead  into  the  underbrush. 

The  leaved  branches  begged  me!  What  fine  cool 
Greenery!  My  arm  cocked,  ready,  moving- — but  not  yet.  No. 

There  was  something  else  I  desired,  something 

Intuitive  said  not  to  cast  my  beads 

Against  the  trees  but  find  a  more  permanent 

Place.  Something  final - this  was  not  the  spot.  ^ 

And  my  hand  ached  down  the  thumb  and  first  finger 
Through  the  palm  itching,  beads  rolling  and 
The  uncontrollable  urge  to  unload. 

Anxious  frustration  and  the  burning  shot - (impetuous  shot) 

In  my  clutch  as  I  followed  parallel 
Lines  waiting,  walking  and  waiting  when 
Water  stretched  out  and  under  a  tressel. 

My  last  thought  was  water,  of  course  my  last 
Thought,  my  most  subdued  thought.  It’s  always  the  last 
Thought  which  becomes  the  foremost  priority. 

Magnetically  the  water  spoke  to  my  desire. 


•John  Lorenzen 


Dr.  Ottersberg: 
historian 
and  author 
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By  JO  ANN  POST 

Absolutely  charming.  That’s  the  only  way  to 
describe  this  man  who  has  contributed  so  much  to 
Wartburg.  Even  though  he  is  now  retired,  he  continues 
to  support  the  school  and  to  give  himself  and  his  time  to 
its  betterment. 

The  man  is  Dr.  Gerhard  Ottersberg,  professor 
emeritus  of  history.  Until  1974,  he  was  a  faculty 
member  here,  but  since  retirement.  Dr.  Ottersberg 
has  served  in  the  capacity  of  college  historian.  He 
aided  in  the  compilation  of  the  125th  anniversary 
magazine  and  he  personally  put  together  the  cen¬ 
tennial  history  publication.  He  also  was  the  author  of 
the  25  year  supplement  to  the  centennial  publication. 
Currently  he  has  no  particular  project,  but  is 
sporadically  working  on  the  translation  of 
manuscripts. 

To  really  know  this  man,  it  is  necessary  to  go  back  to 
his  early  connections  with  Wartburg  as  a  student  in  the 
graduating  class  of  1918. 

Of  these  years.  Dr.  Ottersberg  said  simply,  “It  was 
quite  a  different  type  of  school  from  the  one  you  know 
today.” 

College  life  in  those  days  was  strictly  regulated. 
Everyone  was  awakened  by  the  bell  at  6  a.m.,  and 
lights  went  out  at  10  p.m.  The  bell  indicated 
everything.  Everyone  went  to  chapel  and  all  free  hours 
were  spent  studying. 

“When  we  were  free,  then  we  were  free  on  campus. 
We  couldn’t  go  downtown  except  on  Saturday  and 
Sunday  afternoons  with  permission.  But,  I  suppose 
some  of  us  snuck  out  occasionally.  Breaking  rules  is  a 
very  common  pastime  in  college.  I  can’t  say  we  took  it 
all  (the  rules)  gladly,  but  on  the  whole  it  was  an  ac¬ 
cepted  system.” 

Ottersberg  entered  Wartburg  at  age  14  and 
graduated  when  he  was  20  years  old.  Following  this,  he 
enrolled  in  Wartburg  Seminary  for  three  years.  At  that 
time,  the  school  opened  for  classes  after  Labor  Day 
and  closed  for  the  year  in  the  middle  of  June. 

With  a  twinkle  in  his  eye,  Ottersberg  recalled  the 
required  course  of  study.  In  the  first  years  everyone 


took  English,  German  and  Latin.  In  the  third  year 
Greek  was  added,  and  in  the  sixth  year  all  students 
learned  Hebrew-requirements  quite  different  from 
what  we  know  today. 

It  was  decided  at  his  birth  that  Ottersberg  would 
attend  Wartburg.  This  makes  sense  when  you  realize 
that  his  grandfather,  Sigmund  Fritschel,  was  a  founder 
of  the  school  and  his  uncle  John  Fritschel  was 
president  of  the  college  from  1907  to  1919. 

Following  graduation  from  seminary,  Ottersberg 
was  not  called  to  a  parish,  but  was  assigned.  He  and  a 
colleague  were  sent  to  Martin  Luther  Academy  in 
Nebraska.  In  spite  of  his  interests  in  history,  Ot¬ 
tersberg  taught  German  and  Latin. 

“I  was  rather  unhappy  with  it  (teaching).  All  the 
way  through  school,  history  was  one  of  my  favorite 
subjects,  but  in  my  six  years  at  Clinton  they  offered 
only  two  years  of  history.  This  was  one  subject  that 
was  neglected  in  the  classical  curriculum.” 

In  1925,  Ottersberg  joined  the  faculty  at  Wartburg 
Academy,  but  dates  his  career  here  from  1933.  He 
began  as  a  religion  professor,  but  the  next  year  was 
able  to  take  up  his  true  love-history.  Never  again  was 
he  forced  to  teach  anything  else. 

When  political  science  was  offered  at  Wartburg,  he 
went  to  summer  clases  to  get  a  handle  on  the  subject, 
and  then  taught  both  history  and  poUtical  science. 

In  1944,  Ottersberg  took  a  leave  of  absence  to  study 
for  his  doctorate  in  history.  His  dissertation  was  on  the 
history  of  the  Iowa  Synod  (one  of  the  church  bodies  now 
included  in  the  American  Lutheran  Church),  but  this 
was  not  completed  until  1949. 

Through  this  work,  Ottersberg  discovered  that  even 
though  toe  college  documented  its  history  from  1868, 
Wartburg  had  existed  as  an  academy  since  1852. 

Ottersberg  started  a  push  to  have  toe  official  date 
changed. 

“Well,  at  that  time,  nobody  paid  much  attention  to 
these  mouthings.  It  was  after  President  C.  H.  Becker 
came  in  and  I  kept  up  these  mumblings  and  mur- 
murings  that  I  was  granted  a  hearing,”  said  Ot¬ 
tersberg. 


Eventually,  the  official  date  was  moved  back  to  1852. 
Thus,  due  to  Ottersberg’s  determination,  we  are 
celebrating  Wartburg’s  125to  Anniversary  this  year. 

Even  though  he  is  so  involved  in  Wartburg’s  history, 
Ottersberg  realizes  that  toe  college  has  ch^ged.  One 
major  area  of  change  concerns  the  Religion  Depart¬ 
ment  and  the  attitude  of  students  toward  formal 
religious  education. 

“Our  rehgious  commitment  at  Wartburg  is  not  less 
genuine  than  it  has  been  in  the  past,  it  has  merely  taken 
a  different  form.  What  we  have  tried  to  do  is  to  commit 
our  students  to  a  voluntary  acceptance  of  toe  college’s 
rehgious  commitments.  The  inevitable  consequence  of 
this  is  that  we’re  not  going  to  succeed  in  all  cases.  We 
will  have  some  students  who  will  reject  this  and  others 
who  will  accept  it  only  formally,  but  after  all,  isn’t  that 
true  of  toe  whole  Christian  church? 

“And  I  could  say  to  parents  who  are  anxious  about 
this  that  what  we  are  now  doing  is  preserving  our 
rehgious  heritage.  ” 

Ottersberg  is  concerned  not  only  with  the  past  and 
present,  but  the  future  of  Wartburg  CoUege. 

“I  have  faith  in  Wartburg  CoUege,”  said  the  nmn 
who  along  with  his  wife,  stUl  attends  many  campus 
activities.  “It’s  quite  clear  that  the  years  ^ead  wih 
bring  serious  problems.  It’s  unlikely  toe  coUege  can 
grow  much.  It  seems  probably  that  its  ultimate 
enrollment  level  wiU  be  lower.  The  situation  with  in¬ 
flation  constitutes  a  life-and-deato  situation  for  a 
school  like  Wartburg. 

“But  I  beheve  that  Wartburg  is  firmly  fixed  on  a 
drive  for  quahty  that  wih  always  be  an  inspiration  to 
students  and  teachers.  I  beheve  that  there  is  enough 
support  in  its  constituency  in  a  financial  sense  to 
handle  any  financial  problems. 

“PersonaUy,  I  beheve  Wartburg  has  an  indomitable 
wiU  to  hve  which  has  served  us  in  the  past  and  wiU 
continue  to  serve  us  in  the  present  and  future.” 

Ottersberg  has  played  many  roles:  teacher,  scholar, 
historian,  father,  grandfather,  but  just  because  he  is 
retired  doesn’t  mean  he  wiU  no  longer  play  a  role  in  toe 
unfolding  of  Wartburg’s  future. 


Gene  Madeline  Marty 


s,„)i»,Dom  DeLulse-^Leo  McKern^^ .. 


FILMS  INCORPORATED  THEATRE  _ 

Neumann  Aud.  Tonight 
9:30  p.m.  (after  basketball) 


Specializing  in  Char-Broiled 

steak  Dinners  e^eg 
Starting  from 

Also  a  variety  of  delicious 

CHAR-BROILED  BURGERS. 

Now  Open  for  Breakfast  Sunday  Morning  7  a.m.  - 1 1  a.m. 

Larry’s  Char-Broiier 

10th  and  Bremer 


Stop  in 
for  your 
Christmas 
Shopping 

^  CARRIAGE  HOUSE 

I  College  Towne  Plaza  ^ 


Downtown  Waverly 


Trumpet 

Classifieds 

Claudio  Carvalho  desires  to  sell 
150/200  books  before  returning 
home.  Varied  subjects  (including 
textbooks)  priced  50r  to  $1,  Dec. 
10,  Wartburg  Hah  Lounge,  1  p.m. 


Addressers  wanted  immediately. 
Work  at  home-no  experience 
necessary-exceUent  pay.  Write 
American  Service,  8350  Park 
Lane,  Suite  269,  Dallas,  TX. 
75231. 


REMEMBER!  There’s  no  better 
way  to  get  your  message  across 
than  through  a  Classified  Ad  in 
toe  Wartburg  Trumpet.  Low 
rates,  only  five  cents  per  word. 
CaU  ^2-1200,  ext.  289,  today. 


Women’s  Tennis 

“I’ve  played  on  a  lot  of  teams,  but  I’ve 
never  ridden  in  a  van  that  smelled  that 
nice  after  a  match. . .  ’’ 

The  nice  smell  isn’t  all  that  impressed 
Bob  Fullerton,  rookie  coach  of  women’s 
tennis  last  fall.  The  turnout  of  freshmen 
and  sophomores  leaves  Fullerton  op¬ 
timistic  about  next  fall’s  team,  but  he 
won’t  be  at  Wartburg  next  year.  Fuller¬ 
ton’s  internship  doesn’t  allow  him  to  stay. 

“I’d  really  like  to  stay,”  Fullerton  said, 
“The  girls  were  great  to  work  with  and 
show  a  great  potential  for  next  year.” 

The  Wartburg  women  competed  with 
some  of  the  more  established  teams 
around.  Of  the  seven  matches  scheduled, 
two  at  Waverly  were  rained  out. 

This  was  the  first  year  Wartburg  had 
entries  in  the  state  women’s  tennis  meet  in 
Des  Moines,  and  Wartburg’s  number  one 
player,  junior  Sue  Harvey,  won  the  singles 
consolation  in  first  flight  to  become  the 
number  three  player  in  the  state. 

Freshman  Josi  Tebben  was  in  the  second 
flight.  Seniors  Martha  Womeldorf  and 
Cynthia  Spears  also  participated,  adding 
points  to  the  team  score. 

The  Wartburg  team  finished  fifth  in  the 
state. 

Fullerton  feels  that  the  women’s  season 
will  help  bring  better  competition  to  the 
Wartburg  schedule.  He  also  believes  the 
new  P.E.  Complex  will  be  an  asset  to  the 
building  of  the  program. 

“Teams  from  around  the  state  would 
like  to  play  in  a  facility  such  as  the  one 
being  built  at  Wartburg.  I  wouldn’t  be 
surprised  if  the  state  meet  was  held  here  in 
a  couple  of  years,”  commented  Fullerton. 

Cross  Country 

With  only  one  senior  leaving,  Coach  John 
Kurtt  has  a  young  squad  returning  from 
the  fall  cross  country  team.  According  to 
Kurtt,  the  outlook  for  next  year  is  “good.” 


Highlights  of  the  fall  were  winning  a 
dual  meet  with  Central  and  then  one  week 
later  finishing  second  in  the  Central  In¬ 
vitational.  The  brightest  spot  of  the 
season,  said  Kurtt,  was  finishing  second  in 
the  conference  meet  Nov.  4. 

“We  were  real  pleased  with  the  per¬ 
formance  of  the  team,”  Kurtt  said,  “We 
had  set  our  goal  for  the  championship,  but 
we  were  pleased  with  our  finish.” 

Jim  Thompson  was  voted  most  valuable 
runner.  According  to  Kurtt,  Thompson 
was  the  most  consistent  runner  on  the 
team  and  looks  for  a  good  year  next  fall. 

Kurtt  named  Scott  Sexton  as  an  “out¬ 
standing”  freshman  runner.  Bob  Paxton 
was  also  commended  for  a  good  con¬ 
ference  meet  and  a  great  season. 


Volleyball 

“Volleyball”  is  not  a  household  word  at 
Wartburg,  yet.  The  coach  and  team  will 
just  have  to  give  it  time.  The  spirit  of  the 
players  is  growing  and  will  soon  spread  to 
the  rest  of  the  campus. 

In  the  third  year  of  intercollegiate  ac¬ 
tion,  Wartburg’s  squad  finished  with  a  3-11 
mark.  Coach  Cheryl  Wren  pointed  out  that 
this  year’s  squad  was  young  and  lacking  in 
experience. 

“With  seven  retiuTiing  letterwinners, 
next  fall’s  team  will  have  the  potential  to 
be  an  exciting  and  one  of  the  more 
aggressive  teams  in  the  area,”  explained 
Wren. 

Rule  changes  had  an  effect  on  the  play  of 
the  women  last  fall.  When  the  coaches  met 
last  year,  they  decided  to  play  by  points 
rather  than  time  and  to  play  three  games 
out  of  five  instead  of  two  out  of  three. 

“These  rules  had  us  playing  some  three 
hour  matches  which  is  too  long  to  be  out  on 
the  court,”  said  Wren. 

Wren  is  considering  holding  junior 
varsity  games  and  varsity  games 
separately  so  that  the  games  won’t  be 


Mike  Broghammer 


scheduled  for  the  same  nights. 

JV  teams  are  “important,”  according  to 
V/ren  because,  “it’s  the  only  way  to  get  the 
varsity  players  of  next  year  some  ex¬ 
perience.” 

Letterwinners  for  the  1977  season  are 
seniors  Cheryl  Pueggel  and  Sheila 
Schultz;  junior  Leslie  Offenheiser; 
sophomores  Diana  Wenzel  and  Darla 
Mundschenk  and  Freshmen  Sue  Johnson, 
Rochelle  Beier,  Margo  Schilling  and  Mitzi 
Gray. 

Wren  is  looking  forward  to  next  season 
because,  “the  girls  might  have  lost,  but 
they  didn’t  give  up.” 


Football 

Wartburg  football  players  enjoyed  a 
“super”  season,  according  to  Head  Coach 
Don  Canfield.  The  Knights  were  7-2  overall 
and  6-1  in  the  conference,  good  enough  for 
sole  possession  of  second  place  in  the  Iowa 
Conference,  behind  Central,  national 
playoffs  qualfiers. 

TTie  Knights  lost  the  season  opener  in  a 
non-conference  battle  with  St.  Olaf  19-7. 

In  an  unusual  game  against  Coe,  the 
Kohawks  won  the  first  half  of  the  game, 
Knights  second 

In  an  unusual  game  against  Coe,  the 
Kohawks  won  the  first  half  of  the  Knight’s 
second  game,  7-2,  in  Kingston  Stadium. 
Because  of  lightning,  the  second  half  was 
played  Sunday  afternoon  in  Kinnick 
Stadium  in  Iowa  City  with  Wartburg 
winning  the  second  half  10-0  and  the  game 
10-7. 

Opening  the  conference  season  proved  to 
be  no  problem  for  Wartburg  as  they 
defeated  Dubuque  28-14.  A  well-balanced 
Central  offense  proved  itself  against  the 
tough  Knight  defense  in  a  defensive  battle 
with  the  Flying  Dutchmen. 

“Buena  Vista  may  well  have  been  the 
biggest  game,  of  the  season  for  our 
program,”  recalled  Canfield. 

Buena  Vista  was  undefeated  and 
nationally  ranked.  The  Knights  came  back 
from  the  emotional  Central  game  to  upset 
the  Beavers,  17-10. 

“The  team  gained  a  positive  and  con¬ 
fident  attitude  after  that  big  win,”  said 
Canfield,  “This  is  an  attitude  type  of 
game.” 

The  Knights  finished  the  season  on  a 
winning  note  by  outscoring  their  last  four 
opponents  (Upper  Iowa,  Simpson,  William 
Penn  and  Luther)  96-26. 

There  were  five  gridders  named  to  the 
all-conference  team,  including  senior  Bob 
Dack,  senior  Tom  Whalen,  junior  Mike 
Sojka,  senior  Neil  Mandsager  and  senior 
Carl  (jheeseman. 


Visit  us  and  select 
the  flair  of  14  karat 
white  gold  with 
genuine  diamonds, 
or  a  distinctive 
genuine  Opal  ring  in 
lovely  10  karat 
B  yellow  gold  antique 
finish.  Fashion 
rings  with  that  extra 
touch!  You'll  find 
many  more 
meticulously 
styled  for  beauty  and 
value  just  waiting 
to  flatter  your 
fingers! ' 


Tenenbaum  Jewelers 


Home  of  Fine  Diamonds 

219  East  Bremer  Ave.,  Waverly,  Iowa 
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I  Pre-Christmas  Sale:  n 


25%  Off  Ski  Jackets 

(Regular  $29.95) 

Dated  ball  Christmas 
Ornaments 

Selected  Christmas 
Cards  and  Decorations 


Augsburg  Christmas 
Annuals 

-^3-25- 


SALE  DATES: 
December  12-16 

Wartburg  Bookstore 

(lover  level  of  Wartburg  Hall) 


kIb^  Haircuts 
Hairstyling 

Liebau’s 

Barber  Shop 
Call  352-3469 
for  appointment  or 
stop  in  at  the 
west  end  of  the  bridge. 
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FOR  GLORY 
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The  Wartburg  Trumpet— Waverly,  Iowa 
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Senior  Jerry  Weidner  makes  sure  teammate  Mark  Fry’s  shot 
goes  through  for  two  as  the  Knights  upped  their  season  mark  to 
4-0  with  a  90-75  win  over  St.  Mary’s.  The  team’s  perfect  record 
fell  by  the  wayside  Tuesday  as  Coe  knocked  off  Coach  Buzz 
Levick’s  squad.  Photo  by  Steve  Meyer. 

Cagers  in  two 
home  contests 


Trumpet  Sports 

Experienced  Knights 
host  tournament  Sat. 


Wartburg’s  basketball  team 
will  try  to  get  back  on  the  winning 
track  tonight  and  tomorrow  when 
the  Knights  host  Westmar  and 
Graceland  in  a  pair  of  non¬ 
conference  contests. 

Wartburg  had  an  eight-game 
winning  streak  snapped  Tuesday 
night  by  Coe  at  Cedar  Rapids,  74- 
68.  Until  that  contest,  the  Knights 
had  won  four  straight  this  season 
plus  the  last  four  of  the  1976-77 
schedule. 

The  weekend  games  begin  at 
7:30  p.m.  in  the  Knights  Gym¬ 
nasium. 

Westmar  brings  a  3-6  record  to 
Waverly  while  Graceland  is  2-1. 

Wartburg  Coach  Buzz  Levick 
said  Westmar  is  an  “outstanding 
outside  shooting  team,”  which 
likes  to  run  when  it  has  the  op¬ 
portunity. 

Graceland  is  led  by  forward 
Ian  Davies,  who  in  three  previous 
games  against  the  Knights  has 
averaged  30  points. 

After  watching  his  club  in  its 
first  five  games,  Levick  believes 
his  Knights  “have  the  potential  to 
be  a  good  club,  but  we  have  to 
learn  to  perform  every  time  out.” 


Levick  said  the  Knights 
sometimes  lack  concentration 
and  intensity,  “which  is  vital  to 
our  defense.” 

He  also  said  he  would  like  to  see 
his  squad  get  better  balance  in 
scoring  and  more  consistency  by 
individual  players. 

“Up  until  the  Coe  contest,  I 
thought  we  were  playing  pretty 
good  defense,”  he  said.  “We 
especially  had  good  team  defense 
in  the  Dordt  game,  but  we  really 
came  apart  in  the  second  half  at 
Coe.” 

Levick  has  stayed  with  the 
same  starting  line-up  in  all  five 
games  to  date  but  has  ex¬ 
perimented  with  his  bench. 

Levick  is  particularly  im¬ 
pressed  with  junior  college 
transfer  Jeff  Miller,  a  6-4  for¬ 
ward. 

“He  has  helped  us  at  forward,” 
the  Wartburg  coach  said.  “He 
can  score  and  really  has  per¬ 
formed  quite  well  defensively 
and  on  the  boards.” 

Back-up  center  Jeff  Jacobi,  a 
6-9  junior,  also  earned  some 
plauits  from  Levick. 


Wartburg’s  nationally  ranked 
wrestling  team  will  host  its  sixth 
annual  Knights  Invitational 
Tournament  in  Knights  Gym. 

Seven  teams  are  entered,  in¬ 
cluding  Central,  Dubuque,  Loras, 
Simpson,  Upper  Iowa,  Wartburg 
and  William  Penn. 

The  tourney  will  get  under  way 
at  9  a.m.  tomorrow  with  first 
round  action.  The  semi-finals  will 
start  at  11  a.m.,  consolation 
wrestlebacks  at  1:15  p.m., 
consolation  finals  at  4  p.m.  and 
the  championship  finals  at  5  p.m. 

Admission  to  the  tournament  is 
$1  per  session  (morning  and 
afternoon),  according  to  Coach 
Dick  Walker. 

Wartburg  has  won  the  last  four 
Knights  Invitational  Tour¬ 
naments.  Loras  took  the  first  one 
in  1972. 

“This  should  be  as  good  a  field 
as  we’ve  had,”  Walker  said. 
“Many  of  the  teams  are  much 
improved.  It  won’t  be  a  walk¬ 
away  by  any  means.” 

The  invitational  is  set  up  to  give 


Wartburg  women’s  basketball 
team,  undefeated  after  four 
games,  will  meet  their  toughest 
competition  of  the  season  tonight, 
according  to  Coach  Cheryl  Wren. 

The  Knights  travel  to 
Davenport  to  meet  another  un¬ 
beaten  team,  Marycrest  College. 
Marycrest’s  squad  had  a  5-0 
mark  late  last  week.  Wren  said. 

Wartburg  has  now  won  eight  of 
its  last  nine  games  over  the  last 
two  years,  including  wins 
Monday  night  over  NIACC,  67-63, 
and  Wednesday  night  against 
Dubuque,  73-36. 

Wren  was  satisfied  with  the 
squad’s  performance  following 
their  trouncing  of  the  Spartans, 
while  the  team  had  trouble 
holding  on  to  a  16-point  lead  late 
in  the  NIACC  contest. 


experience  to  as  many  wrestlers 
as  possible.  An  extra  weight,  220, 
has  been  added,  and  teams  are 
permitted  to  enter  five  wild  card 
entries  over  the  11  weights. 

Wartburg  will  be  entering  the 
tournament  at  nearly  full 
strength  with  two  wrestlers 
coming  off  the  injured  list. 

They  are  senior  heavyweight 
Tom  Whalen,  who  will  see  his 
first  action  after  recovering  from 
a  football  knee  injury,  and  senior 
Mike  Broghammer,  who  wrestles 
at  177,  also  healthy  after 
sustaining  a  knee  injury  in  the 
Luther  Takedown  Tournament 
Nov.  26. 

Junior  Bill  Bernardo,  a  126- 
pound  grappler,  is  still  a  question 
mark,  however,  after  injuring 
some  ribs  in  a  recent  practice. 

Wartburg’s  latest  outing  was 
an  appearance  in  the  University 
of  Northern  Iowa  Tournament  at 
Cedar  Falls  Saturday. 

The  Knights  came  out  with  a  6- 
21  bout  record,  but  Walker 


Senior  Cheryl  Pueggel  scored 
24  points  and  hauled  in  eight 
rebounds,  as  the  Knights  jumped 
to  an  early  13-0  lead  against 
Dubuque. 

Wartburg’s  leading  scorer  last 
year,  Pueggel  had  13  points  in  the 
second  half  as  she  turned  in  her 
top  scoring  output  of  the  cam¬ 
paign. 

The  statistic  which  left  Wren 
particularly  happy  was  in  the  foul 
coluntui.  Pueggel,  who  has  had  a 
history  of  foul  trouble,  only  had 
one  personal  against  Dubuque, 
and  hasn’t  fouled  out  of  a  game 
this  year. 

The  coach  also  expressed 
satisfaction  with  reserve  center 
Kathy  Amundson’s  work  after 
coming  off  the  bench  late  in  the 
ballgame  to  score  eight  points. 


pointed  out  his  squad  was  the 
only  Division  III  team  entered. 

“We  did  lose  some  matches  we 
felt  we  could  have  won,  but  in 
many  cases  we  were  simply 
outclassed.  Overall,  we  probably 
didn’t  wrestle  that  badly  in  view 
of  the  competition.  We’U  find  out 
Saturday  if  we  gained  anything 
from  the  experience.” 

Walker’s  tournament  line-up 
will  include  sophomore  Dave 
Schlueter  and  freshman  Jerry 
Johnson  (wild  card)  at  118, 
sophomore  Casey  Robb  at  126, 
sophomore  Scott  Tschetter  and 
sophomore  Steve  FioreUa  (wild 
card)  at  134,  senior  Pat  Burke 
and  junior  Mark  Schmitz  (wild 
card)  at  142,  sophomores  Dave 
Walker  or  Jerry  Wilier  at  150, 
freshman  Rich  Wagner  at  158, 
seniors  Glen  Colton  and  Ron  Ott 
(wild  card)  at  167,  senior  Carl 
Cheeseman  at  177,  Broghammer 
and  freshman  Curt  Sauer  (wild 
card)  at  190,  Whalen  at  220  and 
freshman  Duane  Randall  at 
heavyweight. 


Monday’s  victoiy  over  NIACC 
was  delayed  at  the  start  nearly 
two  hours  due  to  a  power  outage, 
but  once  the  lights  came  on, 
Wartburg’s  women  hit  on  13  of  14 
attempts  from  the  free  throw  line 
to  hold  off  a  late  NIACC  rally. 

The  Knights  led  by  as  many  as 
16  points  with  five  minutes 
remaining,  but  wound  up  with 
only  a  four-point  edge. 

Kathy  Laufer,  a  sophomore, 
was  the  squad’s  leading  scorer 
with  24  points,  while  seniors 
Kathy  Heiar  and  Sheri  Fergusoii 
added  16  and  14  points  respec¬ 
tively. 

Tomorrow’s  game  with 
Maiycrest  is  the  women’s  last 
until  after  Christmas,  when  they 
travel  to  Mason  City  for  another 
contest  with  NIACC  Jan.  10. 


Undefeated  Knights  travel, 
face  Marycrest  tcnight 


GOOD  NEWS 
BIBLE  & 
BOOK  STORE 

520  W.  Bremer 
352-5790 

GIFTS-TAPES- 

RECORDS-BIBLES- 

BOOKS 

9-5  Mon.,  Wed.,  Fri.,  Sat. 
1-5  Tues.  and  Thurs. 
“We  stock  Campus  Life 
Magazine  plus  7  other 
Christian  Periodicals” 


Ivory,  Turquoise,  Coral,  Ja«per,  Jade, 


HOLIDAY 


Shop  now  for  Christmas,  and 
take  advantage  of 
these  price  reductions. 

20%  off  30%  off 

All  Jewelry  All  Jewelry  over  *20 

•Chokers  •Necklaces  •Pierced  Earrings 
•Bracelets  •Hundreds  of  Rings 
‘ring  sizing  and  jewelry  work  available 

The  Leather  Shop 

1 09  1  St  St.  N.E.  Waverly  Ph.  352-51 04 
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I  A  Christmas  Special 

ILADIES  CORDUROY 


JEANS 
ON 
SALE 


WILLOW 

LAWN 

MALL 


WAVERLY 
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NOW  OPEN  FOR  BUSINESS 


